T he cbrotthk H'uhru- 

Whywellfaid.That doth pleafe me better, *, . 7 

Then to wifh me one.Youknow your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the HeraldfromtheFrench. 

Herald. Once more I, come to know of thee king Henry t 
What thou wilt giuefor raunfome S 
Kin. Who hatkfent thee now ? ■ -i:'r » iiirlsiui T i 1 

Her. The Con liable o{ France. 

Kin. 1 prethy beafemy former ajifwet backer 
Bid them atchieuc mc,and thenfelljtny bones., ltd 
Good God, why foould they mock gbod fellowfc •/: 


While the bealthued, was kild with hunting hini.: -y 
A many of our bodies (hall no doubt <: 

Finde graues within your realm; of France: 

Tho buried in your dunghils, we fhalbcfamed. 

For there the Sun (ball greets them, i; . .. 

And draw vpthtfr honprs rcakingyp to beauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choke \ outclyme J- 
The fmcl wherof, fhdlbieed a plague in France: < 

Mai ke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dcad,likc to. the bullets crafmg, 

Breakcs forth into a fecond courfc of raifchicfc, 

Killing in rclaps of mortalitie: 

Let me fpeakc proudly, , i . . : ■ W • 1 : 

Ther’s not a peece of featherdn our campe. 

Good argument 1 hop; we (hill not flye: . ! i£ X!'{ 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mas, our hearts arc injbe, trim,. '. 

And my poore fou'diers tel me, ye, fete night 
Thay le be in freftietirobesjo* they will pluck e 


And turn; them out offeruice. If they do this.) 
AsifitpleafeGodthey (hall. 

Then (hall out rarjfomc foonc be leuied. 




:n'i 




Sauc thou thy labour Herauld: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauld. 

They (hall haue nought I fwcare,butthefe my bones? 
Which if they hauc,as I wil leaue am them, \ 

Wil I yecld them litle, tell the Confine, 

Her. /fhall deliuerfoa . 

Exit Her ahH, 

Torke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I crauc, 

The leading of the va ward. 

Kin. T ake it braue T orke. Come fouldiers lets away: 
And as thou pleafeil God,difpofe the day. 

Exit* 

."SHandi- .diuo-i •>.> Tibi / • mill Li '3- Wv 

Enter the foure French Lords.. 

. - ' 

Ge. Odiabello. 

Confl. Mor duma vie. 

Or, O what a day is this/ 

Bur. O lour dei home-all isgone,aU is loft. 

Con. We are inough yet liuingiathe field, 

T o Another vp the Englilh, 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plague of order,oncc more to the field, 

And he that will not follow \Burbon now. 

Let him go home, and with his cap in hand, -v , 
Like a bace 1 cno hold the chamber dfloTC, , . , 

Why leatt by a flaue no gentler then my dog. 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke^ .1, ; ; 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoyld vsjright vs now. 

Come we in heapes , weelc offer vp out lines 
Vnto thefe Engli(h,or clfe die with; fame. 

Come, come along, . , . ; . ! - 

Lets dye with honour, our fhame doth laft too long, 

3 . f . < E J Enter 
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